The Tragedie 

By this one bioudic triall of fliarpe warre, 

I Lor . Euery mans confidence is a thoufand fwords 

To fight agnnfl that bloudie homicide. 

2 . Lor, I doubt not but his friends will flte to vs. 

3 . Lor. He hath no friends, but who ate friends for feare, 
Which in his greated need will Oirinkefrom him. 

Rich. All for our vantage, then in Gods name march. 
True hope is fwifr,and flies with fwallowes wings, 

Kings it make Gods, and meaner creatures kings. 

Enter K , Richard, Norff.Ralyltfj'e, Cat ethic, with others , , 
Ktng. Here pitch our tents, euen here in Bofworth field, , 
Why how now Catesby, why looked thou fo fad J 
Cat, My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes. 

Ktng. Norffolke, come hither: 

Norffolke, we mud haue knockes,ha,mufl we not i 
Nor. We mud both giue and take, my gracious Lord* 
King. Vp with my tent there, here will 1 ly e to night. 
But where to morrow ? well all is one for that : 

Who hath defcried the number of the foe i 
Nor, Sixe or fcuen thoufand is the it great ed number 
King, Why our battalion trebcls that account, 

Bcfides, the kings name is a tower cfflrength. 

Which they vpon the aduc-rfc partic want : 

Vp with my tent there, valiant gentlemen, v- 
Let vs furuey the vantage of the field. 

Gall for fome men of found direction, 

Lets want no dsfciplioe, make no delay, , 

For Lords, to morrow isabufieday* Exeunt*,’ 

Enter Richmond with the Lords, 

%ich . The weary Sunne hath made a golden ieate, 
And by the bright tracke of hisfict re Carre, 

Giuesfignallofa goodly day tomorrow: 

Where is fir William Brandon, he fhailOcaremy itatKktos 
The Earle of Petnbtooke keepe his regiment, 

Good captaine Bium.beate my good night to him. 

And by the fecond houre in the morning, , 

Defirethe Earle to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt before thou goel 5 
Whereis Lord Stanly quatterd,doeft thou know . 

Mmt*, y riles I haue mtffenc bis colours much, W tod 





ofRichard the third. 


Which well I am affiir’d I haue not done, 

His reeiment liet halfe a mile at lead, 

South from the roightie power of the king. 

Rich, If without penll it be podible, 

Good captain Blunt beare my good night to him. 

And cue him from me, this mod needful faowk. 

Blmt. Vpon my life my Lord, He vndertakeit. 

Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 

Giue me fome I nke aud paper in mytent. 

He draw the forme and modie of our battcli* 

Limit each leader to his feuerall charge. 

And part in iud proportion our fmall Itrength: 

Come, let vseonfuh vpon to morrowes bufinellc. 

In to our tent, the aire is rawe and cold. 

Enter R. Richard, Nor ff.Rmlijfe.Cateshj. 

King, What is a docket 

Cat. It is fixe of the clocke.full fupper time. 

King. I will not fup to nighr,giue me fome Inkc & paper- 
What, is my beuer eafiet then it was ? 

And alUiy armor laid into my tent i 
Cat. h is my hegc,and all things are in rcadinefle. 

King. Good Norffolke, hie thee to thy charge, 

Vfe care full watch, chu(e trudie Centiaell, 

Nor. I goe my Lord. _ 

King. Scui with the Larke to morrow gentle NorfFolkfc- 
Nor, I warrant you my Lord, , 

King , Cate, bic. 

%at. My Lord, 

King. SendoutaPurfeuantatarmes 
To Stanleys regimcnt,bid him bringhispowet 
Before Sun riling, lead his fonne George fall 
Into the blinde caue of eternal! night. 

Fill me a bo wle of wine, giue me a watch. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to morrow, 

Lookc that my daues be found and not too heauy Ratiiffe, 
Rat, My Lord. 

King. Sawed thou the melancholy L.Narrhumbcrland $ 
Rat, Thomas the Earle of Surrey and himfclfci 
Much about Cockflwt time, from troupe to troupe 

h a Wens 


